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CHAPTER 111.
1O timied. )
I Change My Mind.

- O my surprigs, almost to my
disappointment, Revers did
not flare up, Inatesad, he
sald gently:

"The rustler the casket
the less will thieves be likely to rifle
il Put, for that matter, |s there no
ahame to yourself, my friend?™

“For accopting a servios from you?”

I suggested, glancing down at my

neatly bandaged forearm. “And then

barating you for a coward? It may he
®#0. [ spoke In haste.”

"Not for that” he corrected me.

"That s forgotten already, It was

but the thoughtloss chlirliness of

south.” L

“For what, then?" I nsked, genu.

“"!‘V curioua,

“YOu are an American,” he an-

Awered, wlftar & momeiil's pause, A
New Englander of the old stock.
1 Massuchusotis brod, Yet I heard you

boaat loudly to Gen, Howe a fow min-
utes dgo that you are a stanch King's
inan. I8 that no cause for shame?"’
“For shame?' [ retorted hotly. “No.
For pride. Are we not all subjects of
King Goorge? Is loyalty no longer a

virtue
“Loyalty in no longar a virtue” he
answered, “"when s cobject {8 npo

wager worthy of loyalty. We Colonists

sattled this and. We conquered its
savagra, Wo turned a dreary wilder-
ness Mto a « untry of untold richoes,

For whom? For England's King, When
France meamced him here, we overs
eame France. We yvarly swall the
roynl revenucs, . In return we are
abused, Jl-troatdd, robbed right and
left. Wa grovel under the hoavy, un-
7 Just taxes the King's aunisters have
sadidiod upon us, We have no repre-
eentation in Purllament, We slave for

& country that despolla un.”

*This s treason'”™ 1 coried "Rank
treason!”

“Treason and truth, just now, walk

' hand in hand,” said he, “25 enn yau

! think hard of me when I am saddaned
at seving a son of Ainerica, like yours
aalf, turn s back upon his suffering
fellow countrymen and shout, 'l am &
King's man?™*

“You speak over-bravely now” |
taunted. “Yot when that blackamith
to the crowd did much the same thing
you rebiuked him to silence,

“Had | et him speak us he would,™
anewered Revere, "there would soon
have been a riot. Then, a file of sol-

l diera, a volley fired into an aanrmed
throng, and the blood of desens of In-
pocent men would have dyvd the
snow. And to what good purpose? It
18 what | and my fellows .|1r_-; working
night and day to prevent. e time s
not yet ripe. yliut--at im at hand!™
The last two sentences wore mur-
mured undsr Lia breath—to hmself
vather thuin to muae
“What s to prevent me” [ asked,
. “what {8 to prevent me, as a
Ir:?l.ln‘suhjrcl of Cireat Britain, from
golng 1o the puthorities wnd denounc-
ing you? You are spoaking trowaon.
You are hinting at an uprising mm!_t'ut
the King. You should be in prison.”
#Acoording to Tory (deas, perhapa,
he calmly assented. “But it '."." not
be you who will send me there.
*“Why not? J'=———
*l have the gift of reading r.lacu. my
= p, “and yours |s as an
o-wnm .lfd!‘h:u ecould not denounce
any honest man. Least of all & man
whose poor hospitality you have en-
Joyed. It da for that rewson | spoke so
phinly. For that and because—bo-
cause you seem oo much & man to re-
madn a Tory., Yet, as matlers now
stand, you will wo back L0 your coun-
home, thinking’'—=— ..
ou are wrong” 1 eontradicted, *1
am pot going back home. On that 1
Bave firmly decided, When I met you
w Balf hour ago | was on my wWay to
the nearcst barracka to enlist. Now
that my hurt is dressed, | wlu. o'on
thank you for your kind conrteay Lo i
SiLFANEEr and Ko on iy way thither,
“*To enlist?" he exclaimnd, HHJ%"'-
Te my amass he ran his haud
through his long thin hair m.hmﬂ.l-
dered fashion; then broke inte A
sarty laugh.
5 "I‘oy enutt ™ he repeates.  “Man,
have you no wits? You would go to
the barracks, where by this tme every
trooper has heard how you mal-
treated their comrade and how you
got him fifty lshes? What reception
would you get thors? Lndist? Why,
thev would tie you up, flog you and
then ‘lose’ you in some black cell!
I halted, Irresolute, half-way to the
.@oor, | knew he spuklo truth. My rosh-
weae had barred me forever from
Joinine the King's army. )
And 1 nod so cagerly longed to wear
a red coat and to n.nl‘: my yellow hair
dl " owdersd!
‘u'?.\u'::pf'thlvplt-.-.“ 1 growled, “l s}\l:llll
o bivek home to b conntry io
rl:l";‘:l'rl', 1 shali find employment hare
Boston town”

“ g el matd!™ e agrecd. “But what
emsplovinent, if 1 make #o bald s 1o
A4
"II:‘u:: plongh, frll treoas, shoot, trap,
jde, and’'s— o
rl"a\ll excellent accomplishments,™ he

savpied, “but not likely to win you
:mp]nr-lm-m in a city. lésten! My
watchman fell (1 yc-nt«-rdp) and s in
hoRpiial with a quiney. While you are
Jooking about yoir will ke his post?
The wage 18 small, But 1 take it you

ana not prassed for dy money. He
bas a eomforiable roun inomy loft,
and the duties wro Hgnt Wi take the
position ™

o1 hesitated, And at that {instant o
figure darkened 1he doorwey  and
fumbled with the lateh

“ s Mistress Marjory  Winthrop

eome for her fun” sald Revere, look-
ing up. "Doubtless she foars to trust

ft o secomd time o on mold's care,
“afiitress Marjory Winthrop!*™
aohovd, vesod that the sight of hoer

showld o oddly aifvct me. "Dovs she

come here—-afton—Master Revore ™
“Why yoeu," he answered in some
surprise at o my, guery. “Waoll-nigh
avery wiek for some trinketl or olher
Hum'l-tilul'r' twif ey thvier In 0 wiek.
Wl you think ovar my offer? ("' ——-
No” 1 mule sadder nnswer, 'l

nave no need o thume it over, | ace
capil”
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CHAPTER 1V,
I Turn Eavesdropper.

T waa four weeks since [ had
taken my new position. The
work was light, consisting
ohdofly in patrolling the
ahop and outbutldings two

or thres timea during the night and
tll?o::l.mm to arrangs and tabulate the

It was early ons morning (when 1
had retired to my attic after a night's
vigll in and around the shop),
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MINE

HE WON'T

I hnd gone to bed and was half
asleop when womething bright——far
brighter  than  sunshine — flashed
:i‘r;:um my clossd Hds and set me wido

As | opened my eyes t.huﬁuhofl
light was sliding out of the window, |
I maw It wus the reflection of & bit of
looki ngrinms.,

Cross at tha diaturbance to my
slumbar, 1 got up.

As | neared the Yow casement, [ saw
the spol of white lght fllckering
acroms & slgnbuard on the opposits |

sldo of the street,

For a moment [ watohed 4t idly,
then more curdously. For, instead of
flashing on the aslgn and then off
again, It Jumped from letter to letiar
of the fnsoription in & most erratic
fashion. |

Onee |n every few moments it would
leave the sign and dart off slsewhers. |
But always {t would rerura, |

It had doubtless baan In ons of thess
random departures from the sign.
board that the reflection had accl.
dentally cut across my eyelids,

Then 1 looked agwin at the sigm.
Thers was nothing remarkable about
1t. On a whitawashed board wers
largs black Istters reading:

Zenlous, experienced men are
wanted for the king’s grenadier
service, Quick promotion., Brav.
ery rewardead. Join the army!
Apply at barracks for detalls,

I turned agaln to the sign. The IHt.
tla white ahaft of light was ones mors
moving qulckly from letter to letter. |

It rested a moment on the letter
"1 in the word “Grenndier;” then |
skipped to tha “S" In “Barvics.”

Then It wandered off the board and
dAirectly returned (o touch the Ietter
“A" In "Army." And then agaln to
T In "Wanted.”

Another vanishing of tha light speck
and it reappeared on "H" |n “The ™
0'1 "A“ ‘n ilA".'! ﬂ“ -lN“l lu lis‘“r’_
enced,” and on “D" in the same word,
Then It whiskad away |

*‘Is—at—=hand,'" [ found myself
muttering abaently, I was more Ine
terested than I would admit.

Awmthe lght flickared back T drew an
old latter from the pocket, along with
a stump of pencll, and prepared to
Jot down each new letiar as It was
touched by the light ray.

Agnin tha bit of mirror was at work,
Without moving my eves from it I
wrota out the letters, gvith a space
between when the Meker vanished,

At the end of ten minutes the light
disappeared and did not come bnok,

I looked down &t the hastily
rerawlod, irregular words on my lst-
ter hack., This Is what [ had tran-
seribed and pow reand:

“Is at hand. Tha report is ready.
1ot all who are ooncorned meet ot
tha malthouse callars at 11 to-night.
The pussword will be ‘Probitas.’
Come singly. If a hint reach the au-
thorities tha causxe will suffer. Re.
member, above all"'—

Here the writing had stopped In an
ugly tear. My peneil point had broken,
and in my absorption T had written
on, not knowing of the mishap.

I knew whaera the wracked old malt-
hotse stood, at the southarn corner of
the Common In a dessrted tract of
ground. 1 had tha password of thg
meeting, Why should 1 not go thither?

Youth lovea to run 118 head into hor-
nets’ nests, And only age and a long
siccoxsion of stings can cure that da-
slre. 1 was no éxception to my age

I went on duty as watchman at &
every svening. Ay 8 the street was
usunlly dark and quist sava for the
pussing of gronps ¢ roystering sol-
dlors: and the Revers family wers all
abed,

On this nieht I made an extra
ronnd of the premises as 1030 boomed
from the old Nerth Church tower on

the hill. Then, making all fast, I
slippod away into tha street. At last
I came to the entrance whers the

hinlf-ruined bullding stood,  Thers
wias & wide gap in the crumbling
winll, Yet the wide cellnra, once used
for storing quantities of malt, wers
still Intact. An ideal place for a se-
erot meating.

As T erept through the wall gap,
ontt the turf-crusted, broken flag-
stones of the ward, 1 could ses no
glimmer of lght, enuld hsar no faint-
ent whisper, Yet all at onee I had the
feeling, 8o strong in woodsmen, that 1
wius not alone

I felt the nonrness of many people,
the magnetie presonce of an excitad
throng.  And, at that Inte hour and
in the dand allence, the senmation was
uncanny

I moved forwnrd to’ where I know
the wloplng, rusty iron doors of the
cellarway wers, My hand came in
contoer with one of them.

I ran my fngers along the groove,
pecking  for some  vantage point
wherehy to ralse the rusted portal

At the wdee my arip found purchase
and T heaved at the metul slab,

e all myv mighty strength ecould
nat stir the door, 1 rose, gnsping from
the effort, and as T stond up, strong
arms pinlonod me from behind,

fefore T could braos myssif to shake
off that hald or grapp!s with my un-
teen foe, the cold clrcle of a pintol
mauzzie was clupped to my face.

CHAPTER V,
I Learn Great News.

T in one thing to mest a
Atronger nnemy faoe 1o face,
in honent broad daylight. It
I8 quite another to he arired

hy Anvislhle, soundless ws-
sallanty oy dead of night
Sanity came to my wid, however,
boarely in time 1o save o Hife or two-—
inchinling my own,
"Hrobitas!"™ 1 whispered.
As by mugrie, the hands fell away,
The pistol rim was moved from my
forehead, The sloplng half door of
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with mo™ 1 ank 1 ernanly

O lenrn yonir pows alin roplled.
“Lon't you pes If you give me vour
mowsige I can taka It In pereasn to
feen. Ciame and il i Jn ruch fashion

that ha must bellove *

Beginning with the mirror's  sun
Aktion an the signboard, 1 old her
my whole narrative of the day'a

avents: briefly, yet in full

She lwtensd with burtinge cheekas
and flaming eves  Neover hadl | sesn
A Woman s stirred. Never had | seen
ans o heautiful

Yot, until 1 was done, she spoka no
word, but sesmed to drink in evary
syliabla. Then:

“You did wail to tell this ta ms, In-
stond of to pome oMetal’ sald she.
"It ia all mn impossible—se strange-—-
that none would have eredited you*

“I oinimm one reward for My wmers
views" 1 mald awkwardly

A gliny of comtempt shot Inta here
hrown aves, Rhe drew back from ma
an though from some loathsome thing.

I did not understand,” shs roplied
coldly. "1 thought you came as a
loyal king's man to dn your saversign
a service  And for that [ gave you
mueh oredit  But If you erawl hara
te bharter men's llves and hopea for
money—why, than, [ have wrongel
mysalf by apeaking 8o long to ao vila
A oreaturs, What may ba your price,
Master Informer? irty plocea of
sllver?

I falt mysel? go white to ths very
Mpa. It wan hy no means the least
flerce battle of my long eareer that I
Just then waged with my temper, Yot
by mighty sffort 1 forced myself to
may quistiy:

'zlt is not yoursslf yon wrong, Mis-
treas Winth , bt ma*

“In It pomaible sha mmsared, “to
wrong & man who bateays human be.
ings for money? Perchancs, though,
1 was amisa In naming thirty placas
aof sllver as the price? A larger sum,
I doubt pot'"——

“Tha reward T elaim,” 1 Intarruptad,
atlll keesping flerce grip on my madly
struggling resantment, “Is not In
money, I"—

“You ask oMea? 1 fear that my In.
fluenca I8 scarce’ ——

"1 ask,” I Nashed, “in full reward
for my Information, that Paul Re-
vara's nama ba not mentloned by you
in your report to Gen, Game'

® took a atep :nr’:n;?‘ nlnd Klanced

p at me, atartied, Ineredulous,

n"lv—l do not understand,” she fal-

tered, "

“1 mearce axpectad that you could,
T retortad bitterly. “Our linss of lifs
lla far apart, yours and mina, Mis.
treas Winthrop, 1 could not under-
wtand, somn weeks ago, why you
pliould axpect ma to grovel in the
snow for the rosex you had dropped,
You eannot understand, 1t seams, how
a man may be loval to his King and
yet wish to aave o friend from harm.
‘Reward’ and 'blood monesy' doubtleas
maan the sam# thing to you '

“You migudgs my words!" ahs

'erim‘l. but thare wara tears In har sl

the vellar swuug open, revealing a
faint rlew or!“iluhl from beyond,

An | entered, the iron door awung
sllently shut behind me,

I ran down the memaining stepa,
turned o sharp corner and—found
myself In a vast, low-celled, dim-lit
vault of a place. packed with cloaked
men.

The auatenos stood qulet and deep-
1y attentive, listening to a man who,
from the dals, read in low, mechanical
tones from a long sheet of pa::r.

Bo dim was the light at t far
end of the place whera 1 stood, that
I could nelther recoguize nor ba rec-
ognized by thoss who stood noar-
est me.

I was half disappointed at the tame-
neas of it all, hen I recalled the
soeta At the doorway above; and 1
listaned to the slow ng voloe of
the reader,

From the firet words [ caught my
scnne of disappointment bacame deep-
ened to utter chagrin,

Was there ever such anticlimax? I
had come expeoting some blood -ourd-
Iing revelation. Hero Is what 1 actual-

Iy heard:

“Rioe, 15,000 pounds. Salt flah, 17,000
posunds, Heef and other cattle on the
hoof—*

I growled my dlsgust. Was this a
Board of Trade conference’ At tha
next syllable my Intesrest quickened:

“tiunpowder, 17,441 pounds. Bullets,
22,191 pounds. Flinta, 1446586, Bayon-
eta, 10,108, Ficld pieces, 12. Firearma,
P A

Rice and  gunpowder! Hoef and
bayonets! What did 1t mean?

The reader was rolling up his 1ist,

"These are all the provisions and
munitions,” sald he, “that Massachu«
satts has thus far been able to colloct,
More could doubtiess have been guth-
ered, had not siriol secrecy been so
urgent. The stores of arms and food
ara now hidden and wall guardad, near
Concord. Little by lttle we are add-
ing to them, 1&hem the struggle
comes—an come [t must—we shall not
therefora be wholly unprepoared.”

He sal down, Boarce had he done
80, when a short, slender man in a
brown bobwig and snuff-colored sult,
sprang to the platform,

“Tha committee's report,” hs cried,
“is doubtless most Interesting!

“But it merely proves one thing;
namely, that we are ready for war
and that e added dny of waiting
means a doy of woukness., The land In
rendy. The eyes of twelve suffering
Colonles are turned upon Massachu.
#otta,  When Boston strikes the first
blow, then will the country riso as one
man and cast off the gulling British
roke, But as the days drag by and
Hoatan lles dormant, submitting ever
L worse and worse oppressions, the
country grows to doubt our oourags
and to weary of walting for us to aot,
I say: Strike! We are ready! Strike!"

He mat down, A low rumble of
mingled applause and disapproval
swepl the tense masn of lisieners, An-
other man, broad-shouldersd, plump
of face, mounted the platforin. It was
Paul Revers,

"To firn & gun before (1 in loaded,”
boegan he, in homaely, drawling dietion,
“seldom scores o mark. lach day
that we walt mukes us strongoer, Our
cammittes's report proves that, At
thia rate, In another yaar we shall
have lald in enough weapons and food
o warrant us in erving ‘To arms!’
Hut to throw down the pauntiet now,
soarce half prepwred, would esither
ralm all or at leant force us to drag
nlong o conflict where wur chief ones
eaies wonlkd be starvation, scamty
ciothing, and insuMiciont drms, What
hope  could sueh  equipment  have
againat the strength of England

He paused; then continued:

"Our stores are piling up wt Cons
card, In every village within twenty

mdies of Boston, the Minute Men are
secretly drilling. Dally their moks
ure swelling. Dally the food supply
krowa larger. All are ready to Oght
the moment tho word goes forth, But
why shed the blood of brave men in
viiin when by walting InnT‘ enough,
their numbers and sirength will be
sufficient for the strite? Even now
we are so far committed that if the
British learn of our plutns we shall ba
foreed to fight, We cannot turn hack.
Why press the Issue when delay
means gnin ™

He left the platform. And again
that mingled murmur arose It
changed (o énger Interest as a tall,
handsome young man sprang to the
rostrum,

Hea wan olad in black, and wore his
long durk hair unpowdered. 1 recog-
niged him even at that distance as
young Dr. Joseph Warren, a Hos-
tonlan whose name was already
known from ons end of the Colonies
to the other,

“What Mastor Revere has sald,” he
boqml"'l indorse, Every word of it

t by his advice as much an by
that of John Hancock and of Samue]
Adama and of my humble welf, that
we have held in check every prema-
ture uprising., Hevere and his thirty
‘Watchors' have kept us apprised of
British plans. They have chacked
premature riot and open sedition, un-
til the Britiah call us all cowards,

“"They have kept their fingers on the
pulse of the people. They know bet-
tor than any of the rest of us exactly
how matters stand, If Revere mays
‘Wait!" then I, too, say wait! Han-
cock and Adams are at Concord, over-
seeing o supplies. Wers they hers,
they would echo word, If the
spark be prematurely struck, then will
our half-rendy patriots fight to tha
last breath, But why strike that spark

the powder mine be Iald 1
ithers apoks, But [ heard no more.
My mind was In tumult. Truly I had
stumhbled on a rars conspimoy,

I wans like the man who went forth
to trap & fox and enught a lon, I
had come hither to Mlaten to msome
potty plece of secret oriminality, In-
atead, I had unearthed a mighty plot
apninst King George Wimself,

My course of duty was clear. The
moment [ could get free from that
gang of treason-hatchers, [ wounld
hurry to British hoadquartors and tell
my wtory. Perchanca |t was not yet
too lats to nip the traltorous plot in
the bud,

Howe had sailed, a wark agone, for
New York. Gen, Thomaa Gage was
Cammander of His Majesty'a foress in
Boston. To him [ would go, forthwith,
at Government House, with my tale
of arrant treason

And to Government House T ran
tha moment the mesting ndjournesd, I
found the mansion ablaze with lighta,
tho square in front of it packed with
oonches. A levee or a ball was In
ProgTeun,

Thus It was that the King's loynl
followers wern dancing away the night
of April 17, 17706, while within a mile
of Government House treason was
rearing Its head. And I alone could
avert the disaster!

Thrusting my way by main foroe

past the lines of footman, I cleared tha
stops at thres unds, and, shoving
aside tha Indignant majordomo,
rushed Into the house of galety.

CHAPTER VI.
I Find Myself in Strange Com-
pany.

NCE past the wide-flung doors

of Government House, 1

paused Irresclute. In an-

other moment, I knew, the

discomfited majordomo might readily

summon a brace of footmen to turn me
out,

There, in the broad hallway, guests
Were tripping to and fro in a be-
wildering kaleidoscope of colors. Men
In white satin, In peach-blow silk or
In the garish dress uniforms of the
Hritlsh Army: women in brocaded and
many-flounced gowns of every hue;
liveried servants—all seemed to ¢lrele
About me in ameazing fashion.

I in my sober sult of dark blus with
Its brass buttons, looked llke & jack-
daw among peacocks. My loose yel-
luw  halr, too, feit oddly unkempt
wlongsids the smowy periwigs that
bohbed all around me,

As my eyes nocustomed themaslvey
to the gay scens I singled out n ser-
vant and beckoned him to me.

“Wherae s Gen, Gago ™ | demanded.
"1 Nave urgent business with him,"

"His excellency W dancing the min-
uet.” hn replied in lofty reproof at my
haste, “and after that he will be in the
suppar room. He cannot be disturbed.”

“But my business is of deepest im-
Enlrt." 1 protested. “It will not brook

olay "

“I'nen tell 1t to the officer of the
dov.” Insolently suggestad the fallow,
“Ha 18 In the lbrary, drinking puneh.”

Ho pointed carelessly to a room
further down the hall.

"The othicer of the day?" I repeated
"Perhaps 1t will bo as well. At first
breath of my messame he will take me
to tien Gage. Which Is he?"

“The oficer of the day Is Major Pit-
calrr.” was the reply.

And the servant scurried off about
his Luniness, leaving me to find my
own wuy. 1 hurried on to the library.
It was deserted save for two or three
gully dressed men and one worman.

And before the latter turned her

Auinty, wristocratic lttle head In my
dirootion | recognized her as Marjory
Winthtap,

Vary beautiful and winsome did she

look (1 hor lufly white ball gown with

u splash of soarlet romes al the belt
Hhe won standiog In animated, gay
talk between two uniformed mallants

Sot walting to see if sho would delen
to roviwnlze mo or not, I walked past
her anid up to the taller of the two
men gt her side. He was a finc-look-
ine. soldlerly young fellow, with Horid”
fuoe and dancing Kray cyes,

‘Major Pitcadrn ™ 1 asked

He favored me with & half-haught
half-amused atare. Then he noddad his
heaw! carelesaly toward the man on
Marjory's other side. The latter was

L
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shorter, darker, leas distinguished look-
ing thun his companion. 1 did not like
his face,

“l mn Lord Perey,” sald the taller
officer, “There I8 Major Pitealrn”

"What Is your will with me?" asked
Pitealrn, noting with & sneer my slm-
pln dress. “You are a Colonlal, are
You not? Who admitted you?

“I wm a man who may save King
George from the Coloniaia" | rapped
out, nettled by his insulting tons, “I

news of grave import to Gen
Gage, Will you take me to him Imme-
diately ™

Pltoalrn laughed in my faos, )

“I should like 1o ses his oxosllency's
countenance wera I to break In upan
his dance or his supper with news
that a beggarly, nasal-volosd provin-
clal demanded speoch with him!” he
sooffed. "Cowme, man! Glve me your
mensange and bogone!”

“My messugs,”" 1 retorted, choking
back my wrath for the sake of the
cause, “in of treason. A mesting was
heid toenight by the rebels, who''——

“Another treason plot!" broke In
Plteairn, *“This {8 the hundredth, And
all squally false. As well expeot the
sheep 10 rise aguinst the shepherd or
the lamb agalnst the llon. Let ua
hear it and then be off with you!"

“Pardon, Major,” interposed Mar-
Jory, speaking for tha firet time, “May
i mere lass break In upon so welghty
a mwatter and crave g boon from one
#0 bnpurtant as the officer of tho
day ™

“If you would make the dance musig
sound rough and discordant by pom-

arlson,” wsald Plrealrn with a low
Euw. Jpray speak Mistress Win-
throp.”

“T'ls absurd,” she faltersd lu appar-
ant mortification, “and I crave yuur
pardon that such an incident should
mar our evening. But—this much-ox-
olted yokel I8 a country dopendent of
my father. He s well meaning, but
his brain is touched by an sarly sun-
atroke, Of late his mania hath besn
‘rebal plots.’ He seesa one o every
bush. And my father s much put to
it to keep him from running ever to
Gen, Gage with his wild storios, | am
ashamed that he should thus Intrude
at hia excelleancy's bLall.™" A

I ntared, dumfounded, at her. t
that moment | makes no doubt 1 looked
enough like the village idivt she de-
keribed me,

Her atrange speech robbed me of
sense and of words, All 1 felt was
dull nche at the heart

“In It your wish that wa have him
thrown out 7" asked Lord Vercy

“"Hy ne means,” ahe made haste to
answer. “Hat 1 grave your Indulgenos
to loave me alone with him for five
minutes. [ can manage hlm when
none other can. And I can persuade
him to joave the pluce in pesce. '

“Bup—— .

“urant me this faver, | pray you!
ahe hegged,

The two men obedlently drew away
and left us standing face ta face.

“Your moessago?’ she asked anx.
jously “Your newsa? What s 1t?
Bpesk quickly, wir"” )

“What s it te you? 1 retorted
“You make publle mock of me, You
Aamp me as an diol. You tell those
men grisvous iles about me What |a
your will that you svek speech witl
me after such treatment? Have you
not insulted mo cruslly snough®’

"I orave forgiveness,” slie answored,
speaking In rapld undertons  and
avolding my eye. "It wus pesedful
You heard what Major Piteairn sald
about retwl plots Had your news
been of ever su great lport he would
Lave luughed It to soorn. And the
measigs would never bavo reosched
Gon, Guge. "P'woan for that reason |
Interrupted your tale.”

“Why do you wish to speak alons

var volea. “You have no right ta say
wsuch things.™ .

“1 crave pardon,” returned 1: “but
what a mere yokeal and sunatruck 1diog
mMAY SAY CAR Boarce matior to you,
It me, then, sxplain brisfly my re-
aquest, and lsave vou ta carry the
warning to hin excelloncy:

“Paul Revere s my friand. He is
my employer. He (n A good and gal-
Iant gentleman. Fa hins been drawn
Into  this treason plot becauss he
falsaly balleves the rebals are in the
right, [ would cut off my hand sooner
than that he ahould suffer for his mis-
taken zeal. Therafaora, I antreat yon
to make na mention of hls name In
your report to Clan. Gawe, Do you give

» your word?"’
m_"}“ir Oh, yea!" she crisd brokenly,
‘and, alr, I'"—

“Thars {n no morsa to say,” I hroks

nl bowed awkwardly, turned on my
heol and hurriedly quitted the room,
jenving her staring after ma with =
look mich an never befors had I sesen
nr o,
l“Ah- l::urlwd tha great front doors 1
glanced back once mors at the bright
acene behind me.  For the remotest
purt of a second, I maw, through a
momentary Eap in the crowd, two
flgures In nrﬂ:ql u;'m:;nunnn at the
f the long hall.
!.(':l::.:!ntha two [ recogmized ns Clan-
aral Thoman Gage, acting _enmmnnd-
ar-in-chlef of King (eorge's army in
sAChusetis,
M‘l.io ur:.-“lunlnr forward, Hatening
with sagerncss to something a lttle
bob-wigged man (n_ snuff-colored
olothes wis saving to him.

And 1 recognizad the littla man, too,
He waa the Imprasioned orator wha,
at the sacrst meoting, bBarely an hour
enrlter, had mada so flary a spssch
urging the rehels to striks at once,

This man, who apparently stood
Mgh In secret revolutionary elrcles,
was NOW conversing on earnest, even
intimate terma with Gen, Giage

That ha waa telling thnm r’l:nuul

w | 4 import was avident.
m:'h'l'\-“wm‘;rhﬂ tidinen,” T muttered
to mysalf. “will ba stals by the time

rhey rench Ciaga through  Mistress
Mariory's rad lps, Tt serms the gov-
ernment has efMelent spies Thonn

+ i Lt remaln
supplies at Concord will no ‘
long in rehal hands  And the villagn

Minute Men have besn drifled in vain
The war I8 over hefore [t beeins T
Winthrop songht to say to me w.'l:mn
I rushed away from hor Just now

CHAPTER VII.

HEN Paul Revere came Into
the shop nest meorning |
wan lay arcangiog goods
i aloepless night on hils av-

count. The little man in the snuff
colored poat had doubtisns told of Re-
wan 1 to do? 1f 1 shonld tell Revars
of bis peril he might have the slock 1o
Concord hMdden slsewhers, and yet—
the atrest, to be wiens and to think.
1 could not bear sontact With iy €im-
ployer's Jolly, bright prosence in the

1 stood In the warm springtime alp
with Knit brows, (r¥ing 1o fopm some
sort of plan, Of 4 sudden | looksd
Winthrop standing before me,

It was & meook and chastened M-
Jory that | belisid. In no sense the
bocoming #o Aot ustomed W soe,

T was on the way ta your shop,"
Quoth sbe, “for a word with you, 1

wonder what it was that Mintreas
A Nocturnal Adventure.
in tio cascs | had pussced
vere's shiire in the conspiracy. What
I strode to the deoor and out into
shop.
up from my rfeveria to find Marjory
haughiy, fNery Jdamael whom | was
i to bave found you"

-

LAl T T I T I L L L I

I had removed my thres-sornered
hat nnd stosd fumbling It in -
barrassimeily betweon my big

borame™ she continsed, “to SNy
what you would notl walt to hear last
nieht Fo amk pardon of & brave,
loyal man for so cruclly misreading
him. an vou forgive’——

Y Pa forgoten, Mise Marjory¥ 1
exclnumad, sore distresssd at har an-
wonted hamility. “'Tis all forgotéen.
Do nat sliwma me, 1 pray, by thMal-
Ing mare of It You were right. frem
your viewpeint, to misun
You had noe means of knowing et
I wan not & scoundrel.”

“I was wrong," she persinted, “for
I had sver thought otherwise of you.
That was why It shooked me Isto
rage when | believed yon sought be-
trayal money, Byt —

“You had thought otherwise of
me?™ [ echood, “Then you Dave
thought sometimes of me? And |
thought you regarded me no mere
}‘P}:m the stones under your feel.

1 brought myself up short. I was
blundering too far. To tase the sit-
uation and te coo! the sudden hot
flush from her face, 1 harried on to
another theme,

“The messige you promised to
carry 1o Gen. Gage” sald I *1 fear
wa hoth bad our trouble and excite-
ment for naught”

“What do you mean?

"A man who spoke for war at the
meeting in the mall-house enllars was
Inter closeted with the General. And
1 make no doubt he told him all, Has
wan o Government apy. A amall man
{E bobwig and asnuff-colored ocost.

If | had sought to drive the blush
from her cheeks, | had of n certaluty
sucrcosded, For her face was now
white and drawn. Her L eyes
glowed with a amoldering fire.

“You are surn?' ahe demanded.,

“Quite sure,” | answered; and |
told what I had meen.

Without another word she pushea
past me into the shop.

I was sure now that I understeod
lier motive, She had pu::}«l me that
Paul Revere should be 0, Finding
that Gage already must know of Re-
vere's complicity, she had impulsively
gone to warn thes goldamith, whom
she greatly liked,

Well, if hor warning should give the
rebels an inkling that their plot was
known, it was no affalr of mine

It was a way out of my difculty.
Revers would bo ast o lis guard, ana
the fault of the rebels’ possible
thwarting of Covernment plans
wanld not rest with me.

My mind at rest, and my whole
body tired from a wakeful u:r‘l. Iran
up to my attie, flung myself on m
col, and in five minutes was s0
aslaep,
needed that slumber. It was

hours before [ alept again.
en 1 came on duty, refreshed
and wideawake, early \n t‘u evening.
Revera wan nowhere to be seen. The
serving mald who gave me my sup-

!
man

ﬁ;r wmaid he hind ridden forth on horse- .

ok an hour agone.

This struck me as odd. For Paul
Revern was not wort to ride abroad
ut night. I fancied the ssrvant might
be mistaken, So on my frst ropnd
of the premises I glanced In at the
stable door.

There, In Ita stall, stood the young
white horse that Revere had bought
but & woek before. But the great
dupple-gray that he usually rode wan
gune. Ho waas the newer of his two
saddies, i

Then an explanation came to me.
Marjory had warned him of danger
from he law, and he had fled.

It was an hour or so later, as I was
reading tn the back room of the shop.
betweon my trips of Inapection, tha'
there came & sudden ting and
shuking at the barred front door.
Hume one of no great strongth, but of
tremendous purpose (to ]\udn bor:
the aound), was hammering flercely
for admittanes,

I picked up my lantern, strods to
'::. door and prepared to fling baci
the bar.

Then, remembering the axtra care
I bad resclved to take of the place in
my employer's absence, 1 stopped.
ploked up & londed and primed pisto!
from behind the counter and thrust it
into my belt,

Thus, armed and ready to face an
foe, | unbarred the door and flung It
open.

Across the throshold rushed a
allght, muffied Ngure, cnught thes door
from my hand, slammed it shut and
stood in the half-lighted shop, facing
nn,

It was Marjory Winthrop!

From head to heols she was covared
In a dark. hooded cloak, under whose
mombre folds peeped torth the lace
and silk of a white ball dress. In her
hand she carried a lantern, She had
besn running fast. For she wos
breathing in labored guaps.

“Mistress Winthrop!® [ exclaimed,
nehant,

“Where 1o Master Revere™ she de-
manded. “Has hs sat out?"

“Yes. Bome twno hours ngo”™ I re.
plied [n wonder. “Have no fear, He
in safe beyvond purault by this time™

“"Heyond  pursnit?™ wshe repeated,
puzeied.  Then she cried:
“1 ¢ould ecome no mooner, Not a

minute sooner! 1 slipped away from
tha Copley ball the inatant 1 heard
And he s nirendy gone?™

“Twn hours back!™

"1 cannot do (t alone.” ahe was mur.

muring. “l cannot! 1 am not strong
enoigh. T know not whers any of the
othern llve, And whom can T trust®™

“I do not understand,” 1T broke In
on her hialf-tearful despair, “Hut |
Livke it you are In nead of some sort
of ald. 1f I may sarve you, ["—

“You?" sha cried, her big eves 4i-
Inting,

Then, with a new light In her ex-
cited face, she wdded, more to herself
than to me:

"Why not®™ Any means ls justin-
able. And if I fail, «ll fulls, You are
strong. You aro hrave'-—

"I am at your servies in all you
may command,™ I broke In, for it
pained mes to note the frightensd dis.
tress in her face

1 suppose | am n fool. For o fright-
ennd Child or woman has over seamed
9 me the most pitiful sight on earth
And bettar men than 1 would sucrifice
o away such fear.
" whe sonld suddenly
are o loyal man!

"You
You nre devored to
the cause! Then yvou can do vour
country  greal  servies this  night
There is nona other who ean do ("

I huve twice 'old you | am at your
vommand,” snid I, "What do you pe-
aunira of me?™

“That you olimb with mv to the
belfry of the North Church,” was her

amazingly pacted reply,

ne
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